CHAPTER XVII

THE DRAMA OF REGENERATION

I WAS looking for the Lefortov prison on the east-
ern edge of Moscow, the historic Lefortovskaya
tiurma, which has been known with horror from one
end of the Russian empire to the other under a long
succession of Romanov Czars. For generations it has
had its tragic uses. It has been an army fortress and
has served as a place of confinement and execution for
the most dreaded foes of the monarchy: nihilists and
conspirators who sprang from the military caste, from
the ranks of the nobility and from circles near or re-
lated to the royal house. During the World War, to*
ward the end of the old regime, high officers from all
fronts, charged with neglect, mutiny and treason, were
gathered at Lefortov, there in the walled-in and mad-
deningly noiseless cells, known as "iron bags," to await
a hearing, a court-martial and death by the firing squad,
A cross in the prison yard marks the place at the
foot of the high stone wall where the condemned were
stood up to be shot in the presence of as many of their
fellow prisoners as cared to look on. The Soviet gov-
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